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I        upon what he is doing as a festival that he

has earned.   But he must keep his freedom,

resist the spell of the arbour of drowsiness,

where the pilgrim's staff dropg from the languid

Confound Chris's writing;   1  am  suffering

tie infection of its mellow richness.   That

is tie mischief of it, that he can write, but can't

get his delightful self down on paper, only his

delicate and slumberous charm.